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~James' POV~ 

| just fucking love sitting in my truck, listening to my thoughts play tag with each other. 
It's a fucking riot even 


It's like there's two little whatever's in there. One sounds like me, the other sounds suspiciously like fucking 
Lars. And the fact | have a Lars playing tag in my brain doesn't fucking scare me in the slightest. 


I+ should. 
It really should. 


But you should listen to the conversation the Lars and the Me are having. | swear I'm sitting here mentally 


watching my head flick back and forth like I'm a spectator at some way fucking bizarre tennis match. 


*Playing ‘Paper, Scissors, Rock with Lars to see who goes after Kirk, James? Isn't that just a fucking tad 
childish?* | swear to you, the Lars is standing there, hands on hips, tapping his foot. 


But the Me has a come back! 
*Well, it's not like Lars hasn't been choosing rock for the last fucking 20 odd years. | chose scissors knowing 
I'd loose. Doesn't that count for something?* That has spectator Me cheering on the Me. Good point, even if | 


do say so myself. 


The Lars however doesn't seem to think so. His arms fling upwards and the foot stops tapping, but he's begun 
pacing. 


*It hasn't #once* occurred to you in that last 20 fucking years that Lars only brings the whole ‘Paper, 
Scissors, Rock’ thing into play when he wants you to fucking get your own way?* 


*Well, no,* the Me admits. 
| don't think | like that too fucking much. 
The Lars stops pacing. And starts yelling. 


*For Christ's sake, James, you couldn't just admit you fucking wanted to go after Kirk, now, could you? 


Nahhhhh, that's be all together too fucking easy!* 


The Me starts to find the non-existent dirt on the floor of my brain way too 


interesting. 


Spectator Me is still trying to comprehend the fact that even when he loses, Lars still manages to come out 


on top. How the fuck does he do that? 

*James!* The Lars yells. 

*What?* Both Me's answer. 

You know, this really is fun in a sick kind of way. 

*Get out of the fucking Beast and go check on Kirk! That is what you're here for, isn't it?* 


I'd smack the Lars for that, if he didn’t live in my head, that is. But still, I'm pocketing my keys and grabbing 
my set of Kirk's keys from the console as | climb from the Beast. 


As I'm walking to Kirk's front door, the last glimpse | have of the Lars and the Me has the Lars saying *See, | 
told you he's fucking get it, eventually.* 


Like | said, if he didn't live in my head.. 


It took me two shots to figure out which key went where, but finally the door's unlocked, and I'm heading 
towards the security panel to see if | need to hit the code | was ever so delicately reminded of. No lights are 
flashing, except the one that tells me the alarm wasn't engaged in the first place. 


| know he wouldn't have the interior sensors activated, though | really did think he'd have the one for the 


front door on. 


But he didn't, so | settle for going back to the front door, closing it, then making sure it's locked fast. Lars or 


Jase won't be dropping in right now, and nobody else is welcome to waltz right in. 


| guess | could make a show of looking through the lower floor, the basement studio, the yard. But the show 


wouldn't be for anyone and I'm not about to let myself dick around, wasting time, just because I'm scared. 
Not that | am, of course. Me, scared? Of Kirk? Yeah, right. 

I'm not scared right now, I'm fucking petrified. 

Not so much of Kirk, exactly. More of fucking up that part of Kirk (the part that, some days, | swear gets 
fucking smaller with every breath he takes) that still allows him to function in a relatively sane way. Despite 
the fact that the rest of that fucking brain should have been carted off by little men in nice white jackets 


fucking years ago. 


And here | am, fucking standing at the foot of the staircase, procrastinating like all shit without even having to 


wander meaninglessly around empty rooms. 


Nah, certain people would not be laughing themselves fucking stupid if they could see me right now. Not 
fucking much. 


So, with a mental shrug and a physical shake, | do what all Mighty Hets would do (hey a race of us, don't tell 
me that isn’t a fucking scary thought), | start climbing the stairs. After all, if | don't, the Lars will be back, 
dragging the Me behind him. 

Fuck, that sounds like some way too sick nursery rhyme. 


Yeah, all right, l'm climbing already. 


When | finally get to the top of the stairs, | can see Kirk's bedroom door shut tight against the world. Please 
don't let the fucker be locked. There's no way in hell Kirk'll have the tools necessary to dismantle the thing, and 


if | try to break it down | will break my collarbone, or my neck, depending on how my luck is running today. The 
day's been such a peach so far. My vote would be for my neck. 


Fucking A, its not locked. Maybe it would have only been my collarbone after all. 


Now to find Kirk. Nope, not laying on his bed. Then again, it's not like | expected him to be, anyway. The en suite 
and the closet doors are both closed. So in one of those, that's where he'll be. It's almost like the more doors 
between him and the outside world, the less he can be touched, by anything, let alone anyone. 


With the carpets Kirk has in here, even | can mange quiet as | head to the bathroom. But when | get there, | 
don't even have to open the door to know that's not where he is. There's no shower running, no water running 
at all. Fuck it all to hell. For some reason | was thinking the whole shower thing would be the easier of the two. 
No, | don't have any reasons for that. Well, none that'd make any fucking sense if | explained them out loud 


anyway. 


So, like a good little boy, | turn and head towards the closet. | stand there with my hand on the handle, resting 
my head against the door and trying to decide exactly how interesting the tips of my boots can become. | 
guess the time to fucking decide whether or not | could actually do this, ideally, would have been some time 


before now. 


Yeah, of course | can do this. | am the Mighty fucking Hetfield, after all. And that is so going to help me once | 
get inside this closet. Not. The one thing, fuck, the only thing, that Jason rammed into my head when | spoke to 
him, was that in no way, shape or form could | yell at Kirk. | thought me going after him was a good idea.. 


why? 
Oh yeah, | remember now. | love the stupid prick 


So | take three deep breaths, raise my head, take three more breaths, wonder if | should order pizza, The 
Lars appears to kick me, | wish | had a bullet to bite, but | open the door. Just enough for me to enter, before 
| quietly close it again 


Fuck, it's dark in here. Am | supposed to turn on a light, or not? Probably not, goes with the whole hiding thing, 
| guess. So | actually do the safest thing | can, plant my ass on the floor and listen 


You know, itd probably help if | could actually remember exactly how fucking big this closet is. What can | 
say? Paying attention to anybody's closet, my own included, isn't high on my priority list. 


Am | supposed to speak, wait for Kirk to do something, try to find him, check that he's actually fucking here? 
What? Okay, so maybe asking these questions when there was actually somebody to answer them is another 
thing that would fallen into the ‘good idea’ category. 


The sound that finally breaks the silence is nothing that would normally out sound the squeak of a mouse, 
though here and now it sounds like a gunshot from a I2 gauge. 


l'm also not sure if the sound following that whimpering, wet, choked sniffle is the sound of Kirk's heart 


breaking - or mine. 


Please god, let Kirk be as fanatical about the state of his closet as he is with every other aspect of his 
fucking being. 


| work my way closer to the sound. | can still see sweet fuck all, and the sound of my breathing is echoing 


around the space like a freight train 


A quick flap of my arms in front of me, tells me l'm still in the middle of this thing. Guess Kirk's closet is the 
walk-in type. And no, | don't know how | would have explained it if my madly flapping arms had fucking smacked 
Kirk. 


That sound shatters the air again, though this time it's even more choked, like Kirk is doing his level best not 
to let it escape. Like he knows it's me sitting here. 


Fuck, that hurts. 
| inch closer again. 


This time | rub my hands over the floor to make sure I'm not on top of Kirk. Okay, | guess | had better say 


something now. | just wish | had a fucking clue as to what that something was meant to be. 


If anybody out there ever fucking listens to me any more, do not let me fuck this up! I'll beg if need be. 
Please, please *please* don't let me fuck this up! 


As | go to open my mouth, something occurs to me. I'm still sitting up, bent into a shape | haven't been in 
since | was 5 and sitting on the mat listening to my teacher read some not scary in the least fairy tale. l'm 
not that high up, but the strangled sobs Kirk's desperately trying to silence are still coming from below me. | 
don't want my voice rolling at him from a level that's above him, like some pseudo god. It takes a bit of 
wiggling, another thing | haven't fucking done since | was 5, and makes what sounds to be like too much fucking 
noise but I'm finally laying on my stomach. My 

arms are laid out in front of my, head held high and listening when | let the first quiet words come. 


"Kirk? Its me. James." 
Yeah, | know he could've worked that much out for himself, but give me a fucking break here.. 


So, now what? Do | wait for him, get closer, what? Fuck, | want to be able to touch him. | dunno know if it'd 


help him, but it'd sure help me. 


"Ja-mes*" 


My name is not meant to have a hitch in the middle of it, but he hasn't told me to get the fuck out, so I'l 
deal. 


"Yeah, Kirk. James." My arms stretch a bit further outwards, trying to see if he's close, my body creeping 
along behind them. Fuck, | feel like an inchworm. | stop after another foot or so. Something tells me that 


touching Kirk without warning right now wouldn't exactly be the right thing to do. 


"James," is what he says again, almost like he's saying ‘Okay | know a James, | 
remember a James: "Whatcha doin here, James?" 


Fuck me, when did Kirk get this broken, get this frail? Fuck, | wish | could blame it just on today. On some 
fucking fight with Bob over how much practice he had or hadn't done. Fuck it, they have the same fight, and | 
do mean the *same* fight, practically word for fucking word, every time we start rehearsals for a new 
album. Bob rants and raves, Kirk tells him to fuck off and there you have it. OF course, they dress it up with 
all kinds of two-dollar words, but that's their problem, not mine. 


Time to answer Kirk, | guess. 


‘lm here for you, Hamlet. You lit out of the hall like someone had set your ass on fire. | just wanted to check 


on you, make sure you were okay." 
You know, | don't think l'm spoken this quietly since | was somewhere that involved a church. 
"Why?" 


Well the distance between the noises is growing. On the other fucking hand, he couldn't have asked an easier 


question? Something along the lines of how Lars’ brain works maybe? 
"Do | need a reason, Kirk? You're part of the whole that is the closed fist, isn't that reason enough?" 


| listen as he draws a deep breath, one he almost gags on. | can picture him, eyes closed and forcing his 


muscles to relax as he lets it go. 

"No James. That's why Jason would've been here. Why are you here?" 

Somehow, | don't think he wants to hear the whole ‘Paper, Scissors, Rock’ thing. 

And suddenly he doesn't sound so frail any more. So | crawl a little closer, stopping when | feel a leather clad 
something beneath my searching hand. Which | leave sitting there, resting on that something. | don't move it, 


or remove it, it's just there, as | continue with the whispering thing. 


"| didn't want to send anybody else. | wanted to come. | want to help you. Are there better reasons?" 


"Why?" 
And again with the fucking why! How old are you again, Kirk? 


"| don't fucking know why, Kirk. What do you want from me?" Okay that wasn't quite a whisper, but it wasn't a 
yell either. 


"You do know why, James. And the fucking truth is all I'm after." And Kirk's not exactly whispering now, either. 
"Do | have to go into this now?" If that hadn't have left ‘my’ mouth, I'd almost call it a whine. 
"No. | guess you don't" 


| never thought I'd say this, but | would rather hear Kirk whine for the rest of my days on this planet than 


ever hear that flat, dead, monotone, whatever the fuck it is, voice ever leave his mouth again. 
Now watch me back pedal. 


| move my hand from where it is, to what | think, | hope, is a hip. My thumb starts a slow rub that l'm really 


not sure Kirk can even feel beneath that leather. But it helps me a little, so | continue. 


"Can | have another go at answering your questions, Kirk? Please?" My voice has quietened again. It's not back 


to a whisper, but it's less than what it would normally be, at least in volume. 


"Whatever." Yeah, the word is careless. But | can hear the thread of hope doing its fucking best to weave its 


way in. 


My rubbing hand drifts a little, till I'm fairly sure | know how Kirk's laying, and it's curled into a foetal position 
with his arms wrapped tightly around his legs. I'm trying so fucking hard not to imagine how pitiful that would 
look, but | can't help it. No grown man should ever find humanity so fucking scary that the safest place he can 
think of is curled up on himself like some weird assed snail, in the dark, behind as many closed doors as he can 


manage. 


But for that snail to be my Kirk? Fuck! My fists can't fix this and | hate that! What's even worse is my words 


can make things so much worse, and | really fucking hate that! 
Its not that | don't wanna explain why I'm here, Kirk. It's just that | don't wanna dump a shit load of stuff on 
you now. You don't need it and it can wait, because all the reason's | can list are about me, and this is *so* 


not about me. | could care less about me, right now. I'm worried about you, baby." 


Was worried the right word to use? | have no fucking clues here, and there's nobody around to sell me any. 


But Kirk, being Kirk, takes hold of another word, the one | didn't even hesitate to use. 
"Baby?" 
Only Kirk could manage a whimper and a question all rolled into one. 


My hand leaves the hip, stroking its way to find that face, that incredible face. As my hand cups his jaw and 


my thumb starts to wipe away the wetness it finds, | answer him. 

"Yeah. Baby." The muscles beneath my hand flinch quickly before falling lax again. | can only hope it was a grin 
they formed for that second. "Right now, all | want you to know, and you have to know this with out fucking 
question, is that I'm nowhere | don't want to be. | chose to be here, Kirk” 

‘Lars pulled his old "Paper, Scissors, Rock’ trick out of the bag, huh?" 

This time, when the face flexes, | know it's a fucking smile. 


"Does everybody but me know about that?" | playfully grumble. 


"Well, yeah, James, they do." The soft, almost-giggle at the end of the sentence has me grinning like a fucking 


loon. 


All of a sudden, I'm glad it's darker than midnight in here. | can live without another human knowing that one of 


Kirk's giggles can reduce me to something that resembles a motley fool in seconds. 
Then a hand is on my face, the fingertips sliding to lay at my lips. Okay, so | don't mind if this human knows. 
"James? | need to ask something of you, can |?" 


I'm really going to have to work on the fact that Kirk asks that question like he already knows the answer is 


no. 
And we will work at it. Later. 
My hand leaves his face, slides into his hair and tightens. Not to hurt, just to let him know l'm not letting go. 


"Always, Hamlet. Always. | only hope | can give it to you." Fuck, do |. You know that old adage, ‘Would you jump 
off a bridge if he asked you to? Well, the answer is yes. 


"Its not hard, James, it's not even all that much. Can you hold me, please?" 


The please wasn't necessary, | was moving, before it was even out of his mouth. Though my floor-wiggle- 
whatever is hardly the most graceful thing you'll ever see, it does the trick and l'm laying along side of him, 


my feet kicking at who the fuck knows what. As gently as | can, | prise the hand still wrapped around his legs 
loose, then, still working with a gentleness l'm surprised | can find, l'm pushing those legs down, so | can pull 


him towards me, hold him tight enough that we both feel safe. 
I'm already speaking as | gather him close, then tighten my hold. 
"It is so all that much, Kirk. If you need it, then its fucking everything." 


| feel the wetness seep into my shirt before | hear a sound, and even then, its not a sob, more a squeak. Fuck, 


| could kill whoever taught Kirk the need to cry silently. Even if it meant I'd be killing me. 
His shoulders start to shudder and | start to beg. 


"Please, Kirk, please make some noise. Let it out. Give me something that'll lighten your load. Fuck it, Kirk, let 
me help. You of all people, should know how badly | do useless.” 


Not for one fucking second, did | have a clue of how much being in this closet would hurt me. Not for one 


factor of any time measure, did | think about how much not hearing some one cry could rip you to shreas. 
| can't fix this, can |? 


Fuck it all to hell and back, why can't |? Yes, that is what | thought I'd be doing here today, fixing Kirk, 
completely. Healing him, finding places for all those bits that don't have homes right now. 


Fuck fuck fuck fuck FUCK!!! 
Yeah, naive is something | can do outstandingly well at times. 
And if | wasn't out of my depth before, | am *so* drowning right now. 


So, what do | do? | pull Kirk closer still, hold him tighter yet, kiss the top of his head and let my tears mingle 
with his hair. | was going to be the strong one here. | was going to give my strength to Kirk, hold him up, make 
him whole. Realising that | can't, that this is way out of my fucking control pisses me off no end! This is my 
Kirk and he is part of my world and | rule that world - it says so in the fucking rulebook! 


But that rule book never mentioned I'd be lying in a closet, holding somebody that could, and, probably already 


does, mean everything to me, crying because | can't kill the monsters that live under his bed. 


| come back to myself when Kirk starts to move a little. | guess he'd like to be able to breathe, so | loosen my 
arms. In a way, | don't care what he needs. | need to be touching him, so I'll be fucked if l'm removing my 
arms all together. The, not so steady, touch of a hand at my face again, makes me jump. | dunno if | like this 
not being able to fucking see, stuff. Because | don't know if | want Kirk to know I've been crying with him. | 
don't know if l'm supposed to. 


He feels the damp skin, | know he does. | feel him move upwards, but | don't know where to, until | feel lips 


kissing at those streaks. | don't want my eyes to fill again, but they fucking do anyway. 


Kirk's breath puffs at my scarred cheek as he asks oh so tenderly, "Tears, Ja-mes?" He didn't want that 


break to be there. | know that like | know my name. 


"Yeah." Can | tell him why? Am | supposed to admit my failings? | don't do perfect all that well, unless l'm 
fighting with Lars, then | am perfection personified, but | guess that's beside the point right now. 


Awww, fuck it. 

| can't fix this, Kirk" | whisper it with reverence, like I'm imparting the cure to cancer. 

"Bet that stings, huh, Het?" Why is it like he's trying to console me? 

"Fuck, yeah. | can't help. | don't do helpless, Hamlet. | skateboard better than | do helpless, Kirk" 


"As long as you're breathing, and probably even after you're not, you'll never be helpless, James. And who said 


you aren't helping?" 


The hand that Kirk nestled against my face has started to drift downwards, fingering gently at my throat 
before tracing the V of my shirt neckline to the first button. The fingers stop at that button and play at the 
skin and hair they find there. 


Am | supposed to be getting to be getting hard here? Awww, fuck it. Kirk's curled against me, fingering my 
skin Of course l'm getting hard. 


"| don't feel like l'm helping, Kirk. You ask me to hold you, and | do. But no sooner do | get you in my arms than 
you start to cry like | have no fucking idea what. How is that helping?" 


My shirt button gives under Kirk's fingers, so he has more skin to stroke. Two can play at this game. My 
hands that have been resting on his back move to the waistband of his pants, pulling the t-shirt tucked in 


there loose, so that now | have some flesh to feel as well. 


lm still feeling Kirk's breath against my cheek as he speaks, and | can feel it moving. Fuck, you know, there 
might be a little something to this whole not being able to see thing, after all 


"You honestly have no fucking idea how much that helped do you, James? Help doesn't always have to come in 


the form of slaying dragons, James." 


One day, | really should ask him why he uses my given name more often than not. It rolls off of his tongue like 


some forbidden prayer. 


Ohhhh, that's why. 
Yeah, | am a slow witted fucker at times, why do you ask? 


| feel the whisper of breath against my lips, though it's barely touched me, before | feel his lips pressing at 
mine, asking, without words, for something else he seems to need. Or is that wants? Like | have any idea at the 


best of times, let alone now? 


His teeth press at my lower lip, then drag them free before his tongue swipes at the gentle swelling he's 
created. | could so very easily get lost in the touches he's giving me right now. His hands are still at my chest, 
working at buttons, stroking, pinching, tangling. With my hands kneading at his back, he presses his hips forward 
till they meet mine, the hard friction of groin meeting groin is just one more touch to 


feel. 
As his tongue starts to flick at my mouth, God help me, but I'm pulling back, out of his reach. 
When he goes rigid, | realise that I've fucked up. | should have spoken before | pulled away. 


"No, Hamlet, it's not what you're thinking." My hands try to pull the log of wood I'm suddenly holding, closer. His 
t-shirt won't ride high enough for to me reach all the skin | want to, so | pull at it madly, till the log gets the 


idea and raises his arms so the infuriating cloth can be gone. 


With his hands trapped between us, | pull him to me, my hands touching every inch of his back that | can 
reach. He still has the pliancy of redwood, but | will fix this. *This* | can fix! 


‘lm not rejecting you, Kirk. Fuck, | don't have the genes necessary to reject you, ever. Do you really need me 
rutting all over you right now? And do you really want our third time together to be in a closet? And that's 


without me even going into the whole closet analogy-" 


For the record, Kirk's finger against my mouth shuts me up quicker than Lars doing jumping jacks to get my 
attention, any day. 


"Can we get to what happened today, later? The same later when we get to why you're here, instead of ten 
other people | could name? The fact you want to be here, is enough for me right now. No, | don't need you 
rutting all over me, but | do need to feel you, have you feel me, | need something closer to love than sex, and 
yes, if you can help with me that, | want our third time together to be in a closet. | can't even tell you what 
the fact that you've been counting, makes me feel and, please, can we leave the whole closet thing out of this 


closet." 


Slowly, far too fucking slowly, if you ask me, he slides back down my body a little as he just lets himself melt 
into my torso, his lips seeking flesh like he just needs a little taste to get the next words out. 


"Besides, James, | like the fact you can't see me and can only feel me. | like the fact that the darkness takes 
away so much of what we've come to rely on. You have to be able to depend on words, sounds, touch - to 
know what the other is feeling - in here. Looks won't work and | think | need to hear and feel what you do - 
what | do for you. | need to know that just because fate, luck, or whatever, put my features together in a 
way that happens to please people, that it's not the be all and end all of my fucking existence. that I'm more 


than that, at least somewhere and with somebody. Even if it can only be in the dark, in some closet 


Fuck me, how do you come back at something like that? The are no words that won't make me sound like the 


world's most insensitive motherfucker. 
So when all else fails, | go for blunt. 


"Do you know just how wonderfully you've left me without a leg to stand on here, Kirk? | tell you that you are 
more than your face to me and it sounds like I'm handing you a line and fuck it, I'm not. Because you are! Way 


fucking more! If everything you were was wrapped in your face, | wouldn't fucking be herel!" 
Oops. Got a little loud there. | close my eyes and reign myself in. | can do this. | can do this. 


"| can't tell you things that l'm not ready to say and you're not ready to hear. But | can use everything you 
mentioned to do my level fucking best to show you, if you'll do the same, that is. Because | need to know 
something too, Kirk. | need to know I'm not making things worse, helping to make you worse. Because if that's 


the case, I'd rather just gut myself now. It'd be easier in the long run” 


The hands that had been trapped between us, start to press against me, forcing me to release him a little. 
Not much, mind you, just enough for them to be able to find my face again. They hold tight to my jaw line as 
he starts to kiss his way up my chest, my throat. Being the helpful soul that | am, | just tilt my head to 


enjoy. 


Lips meander past my jaw, through his fingers, over my cheek in some lazy-assed Kirk path that is by no 
means a direct route. By the time they meet my ear, | know he wants to say something. Fuck! | know he's 


gonna say something | have to listen to, but he's making it too hard. You name it and it's getting hard. 


By the time he reaches my ear, it takes everything, and | do mean *everything® | have, not to grind myself 
into him, become him. Better yet, just make a new being that is the best of both of us. 


"Touch me James. Smell me, kiss me, taste me, feel me. And when you've done all of that to me, do it to us. | 
don't need you to say anything, as long as you're here, with me, all of you. Don't you know, if you do that, 


there's nothing you can do that would be wrong?" 


| know there are words l'm supposed to speak here. | do know that. But fuck me, Kirk's hands are sliding from 
my jaw to my hair and knotting tight, fingers raking at my scalp. His lips are at my cheek, my nose, my 


eyebrow, my temple, never stopping long enough for the feeling of touch to deepen or fade. 


"Please, James | want your tongue in my mouth, your cock in my ass. Don't make me wait, there'll be time 
enough for words when the light is on" 


Oh yeah, | can so formulate words to argue with that - not. But what can | say? When Kirk's right, he's so 
very right. 


l'm tightening my arms and am half way through flipping him onto his back, before | remember where we are, 
so then for what's left of the fucking flip, 'm praying ‘please don't let Kirk end up with a shoe in his back: 


No shoe. Bonus. 

As his back hits the carpet, his hands fall from my hair. To grab at what, | don't know, but | do know I'm not 
giving him the chance. I've rolled between his legs and got his hands pinned beside his head before, even |, have 
time to think what l'm doing, 

Fuck, I'm glad | managed to lose the t-shirt before now. 

"You want something, Kirk?" 

My lips are at his neck 

"And if | do, James?" 

My teeth are at his shoulder. 

"Ask then, my noisy thing." 

My tongue is at his pecs. 

"Fuck meeeee? Pleaseeece?" 

| stop. 

"I said ask, Hamlet. Not beg." 

| can hear him breathe, so | know | haven't killed him. 

"Fuck me, James!" 

Though demanding works for me, too. 


Any fucking stupid thought | had of gliding my tongue over that smooth, golden chest, seeking spots I'm still 
finding on Kirk, are well and truly history now. The only thought screaming through my mind is - The pants 


have to go. Now. If not sooner. 

It must take Kirk a couple of seconds to realise that | have no problems with what he just said, and that I've 
let his hand go because I've got the button on his pants undone and l'm working on the zip, because | feel 
hands scratching at the shoulder of my shirt, trying to gather it up enough to able to yank it off. 

"Shirt, James, gotta go." 

Fuck, | love the sounds of that breathless voice, panting out words. 

"My shirts not my problem, Kirk" His zip gives, just as | say his name. With haste and speed and absolutely 
fuck all grace | have his pants, and underwear - if he even had them on - out of the way, just enough for his 
cock to be free of constraint. Of course, you could argue that it's still restrained in my mouth, but I'm not 
gonna. 

Fingers stop raking at my shoulder, and start to dig in like talons. Another thing I'm not complaining about. 
"Jamessssss.” 

My tongue slides from the slit, down the ridge, then back up again, never leaving the head. Down, then up, 
down, then stop. | let the gentle suction I'd been building at, go and just breathe, hard, my mouth stil 
surrounding his cock. Just not touching it. 

His clenching fingers find bone, lim fucking sure of it. 

"James, quit fucking with me and fuck me!" 

| let my teeth scrape over the head as | pull back and away. 


"Demanding little prick, aren't you, Hamlet?" 


The far from innocent giggle that flows through the space around us, sends more blood to my cock than from 


any six porn actresses could, mid orgasm. 
"Watch where your head is when you mention ‘little’ and ‘prick’ in the same sentence, James." 
Now, #that's* my noisy thing. 


| bend, nipping at where l'm guessing there are flames. It's almost like | can feel the heat rising to lick at my 
tongue, even though my brain is attempting to tell me that can't be so, | ain't listening. 


These pants so very much have to go. And yeah, | know I've said that before. 


Both the pants and me are sliding down his legs, before yet another problem involving shoes, occurs to me, 
but Kirk, having a thought process that only he and his maker can follow, lost his shoes at some point before 
now. So it's pants, maybe underwear and socks that go flying over my left shoulder. 


And | don't give a flying fuck if Kirk wants to undress me. Yes, | want his hands on me, but | want to be naked 

more. | don't know if | finish undoing the buttons that Kirk hadn't got to, | only know the shirt is gone. My jeans 
are a tad more difficult. You see there's this problem pressing at the front of them and they weren't exactly 

loose to begin with. 


| get to my knees, then bend, rolling my tongue over the head of Kirk's cock again, just because | want a taste, 
nothing more. Then I'm standing, removing my jeans, boot and socks. | move away from Kirk a little, just 
knowing if | don't, during that, ever so elegant, one-legged hop thing l'm going to have to do, | will stand on 
something, and probably a part of his anatomy | have other plans for. 


I'm thinking, maybe there's something to this sex in the dark thing after all, till | hear another giggle, louder 
this time. Not stronger, just louder. 


Okay, so I'm never going to be able to melt clothes away like a Victorian romance novel. Never gonna have sex 
like one, for that matter. The fact that the human I'm crawling towards, when I'm finally naked, is male, pretty 
much discounts that. 


Like | fucking care. 


| crawl till his feet hit my arms then drop to my stomach, dipping and sliding till those feet rest on my 
shoulders, then raising again, just inches, to put my mouth to the inside of his leg and continue to slide. The 
groan that echoes around me, tells me Kirk is enjoying the wet rub of tongue, teeth and mouth up the inside 


of his leg, and | wanna do nothing more than arch into the heels scoring my back. 


"James! Why the fuck did you stop?" | wonder if Kirk'll ever figure out | happen to like it when he does the 
demanding thing. 


Yeah, | did stop, about six inches shy and to the left of where | want to end this. But there's something else | 


want to do, and he understands when he feels me work the flesh beneath my mouth. 


‘Oh yeah, James. Mark me." Only Kirk can put enough roll on normal words to make them more feline than 


human. 


| don't care that nobody will see this mark, that's not the point. I'll know it's here, Kirk'll know and there you 
have the fucking point. 


Of course, seeing as how l'm in the dark here, literally, | work things just a little longer than | normally would. 


Just to make sure, naturally. Well, that and because Kirk's whimper scales up into a full on moan, 


"Fuck waiting.” 

Who said that? 

Who cares. 

‘Fuck waiting’ is my sentiment exactly. 


Kirk's legs fall from my shoulders, down my arms, leaving him open to me. For me. I'm still new enough at this 
to pause, think of lube. 


But Kirk knows. 
"Use you, James." 


He's sounding like | should know, and maybe | would, if | could fucking think. Then his fingers are in my mouth, 


moving in and out. Giving hints the way only Kirk can - with a sledgehammer. 
So what lubes me, is me. 


With my hands above his head, and my sex at his entrance. | don't wanna hurt him, but | don't think | can wait. 
Suddenly Kirk's open to me, and.. 


Fuckkkk. 


Sliding into Kirk is every cliche ever spoken. Its coming home, it's hot, it's tight, its heaven. Pulling back, then 


slamming back, in is something I'm sure they'll invent words to describe. Eventually. 


Balancing myself on one arm, leaves the other one to drag nails over nipples, scoring lines down over ribs, over 
abs, then wiping over the precum spilling from Kirk's cock. | meant to wrap my hand around, really, but instead 
the hand comes to my mouth, tangles with my tongue. There's none of what was from him left when my hand 


latches back around his sex. 

So now what lubes him is me as well. 

Time isn't a factor that we're interested in right now. Neither of us give a fuck how long this lasts. 

What is important is Kirk. The barely audible "Fuck me, pound me," coming from between the sounds that don't 
have names that are leaving his mouth. The way his muscles surround and throb at my cock, the way his 
hands pull at my nipples, tug at my hair, rip at my skin The mewls start to come the second before | feel the 


start of a swell in the cock in my hand. 


And | give him what he asked for. 


My tongue in his mouth. 

My cock in his ass. 

My words. My time. My voice. My seed. 

Myself. 

we 

Breathing, harsh, violent, anything but even, splits the air. | don't want to leave Kirk, but neither of us is going 
to recover like this, though. So | pull back and out, moaning because | have to leave him and because | am 
leaving him. Pulling out of Kirk would feel just as good as pushing in, if it wasn't for the whole leaving him 


factor. 


| let his legs fall to the carpet, then push back on my haunches enough to swipe my tongue at the seed spilled 


over something lm not likely to forget in a hurry. 
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Fuck me, was he ever. 

| don't linger. | want to, but | dort lm laying beside him, reaching for him, when the words come. 
"| dont know exactly how to do this, James" 

There's nothing he has to add to that: | don't think there's anything he knows how to add to that 
And all | can do is pull him close, hold him tight. 

| can be James for him. 


But how the fuck can | be Jason? 


